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b‘ULLOM. an alert little

red woman, paused when

A 1o the “big road” at the
® monnfain, and set down
\aket of fried chicken and
“was taking to a slck
'ﬂlou:h it was a long way
eime from the hidden Cullom
§'at the top of the mountain,
‘stopped to rest, but to

‘things
y was Wednesday, and Mon-
M let the children set as
gﬂm she would be married
time—and without love—

oy

1 the strings of her biack
lnnbonnet and threw them
lngu were closing in on her;
she were smothering.
‘in '66, when young Isaac Cul-
dught her to his new home hers
est paft of the country, he
out great orchards with an
| making “moonshine.’ And
' made's success of his ven.
0 @ officer—nobody for-
the neighborhood—would ever
) of flelds and orchards
P hehind that forest of hemlock
» poplsr snd chestnut.
snc’sdeath, his son, Sheridan,
to Mis ‘orchards and his call-
Bh.rldan could not make the
uhmht.dmadoit. try as he
A year after Isaac's death,
Bhberidan learned that Sitmon

ml an expert distiller and per-

bhn to Btsy with him. Sherl-
‘good wages and gave Bimon
on. e
e:n he chose, he slept Jate in the
afngs and his breakfasts were kept
fmi'for hfm. Roxana, Sheridan’s
m did most of the cooking, and
many months Simon began to
Mm!rhl eyes on the spry little
“iwho cooked better than any-
gha ‘had ever known.

an gnd his wife, Dorcas, were
golued. It Simon married
his stay with them would be
jermanent. Thelr persuasion
s urging were too much for
| Bhe promised to marry him.
rnln Dorcas had made her
;dl.rl: biue poplin dress they
hit for her. Roxans had sug-
it the color was unsultable

an In her sixty-fifth year.
| right to mourn A hus-
had inststed, “but

iy duty by you as long 3s
nha told him in the first
if marriage, “but don't ex-
o /& woman  you married

‘Herndon Herlot, the
alio lurnd. had gone away

en_;lld read and write,
. he told her at parting.
: write to you while I'm

it I'can't, and I wonldn't trust
-da It for me; but yom be

o)
"l"n ;'el.dy to m me when

-Roxie—yon be ready!™
At wiater when Isaac Cullom
£ /reading in the papers of
riage ehe believed him, and,
the 1insult she belleved

; upon her, she married

7 of

a‘n,L one. d:y in May, when she
tito} nt.her the white azaleas
mu ‘loved the boy himself

y behind her.

yas gaunt and pale—the left

oq‘ ublna army coat hung limy
elbow, but he was amiling.

“}Fmo_ back to marry you,

¥ tech me—don't ‘kiss me,

She pushed him back from

-‘mthzt man’s wite! Isaac

"Id.ﬁna you were married. I—

Hern!"
to her story, his face
' the azalea blooms she had

Tﬂ«
“'z’*lrlmd for my arm,’ he
StTjfest 1aid there in the hos-
itried to get ‘well quick—1

‘d llove ma jest as much
rmias two—and, oon’s they
c_gq’u te find you. Your ma

8 out hers. She never told

tgrud &Way and pressed
) ‘right arm across his

! ‘(‘Rpx!a—naxle"—-slow, deso-

lhook him—"I can’t hardly

J;o'g .gone, and she had never

/8gain,  The child, Sheridan,
® life with Issac endurable;
she had wanted to call
‘but had not dared.

god Simon and the chil-'

mrmd oncs without love
.bur to. do it again!”

Bna. “Tmay be up in years
~—my heart ain't old!”

_uon.ot a.futetlme pressed

;g»bhnoo tatr If I'd loved my
d'l;ilmmd. T wish some-

me now not to go agin
,Eyilh there was some-

t;l_le!k crimsoned sudden-
A8 Herm! Hern lived
Baway—alone—and he was
xm set her lips™and de-
gad ker face away from
l. The October air
Roxana's feet felt
honn she walked be-

d and ate a lunch from

® _m started to take to a

T

3]d ‘herpell cheerfully at

8 made for her weary body

] ;.__._"-hi; dry stack of straw

‘aff the road; “it's clean
‘tol-tt_lld!"

fthe next day she reached

stown near which Hawot

home, & friendly moun-
]hrruha pointed the way
igits & sizgble pension and
d, htlt ho anva he gits

1er amall features work-]

want folks asking ques-4*

-

CHAPTER 127,

It was a parplexsd and ubhappy
Jane' Lorimer whom the baby New
Year, 1519, tool, by the hand to leal-~
whither? “Whither?” Az 1 repeafed
the wor? | rus.ized that it held an idea
ty which I had never given much
thought, It's my instinct and my habit
to be always busy, but whither had'all
my activitios and adventures in 1918
brought me?

Only tu confusions, doubts and dis-
appointments, T had to admit, after
making a fair accounting of my first
year of norried life.

With allymy opportunities, T was not
better off 1lian the aged rervant in
The old man finds himself thought-
lessly abundoned by those whom he
had served faithfully for a lifetime.
He is carelessly locked in an empty
and descried mansion. He stretches
himself on the bare floor to die; rea-
lizing the fatflity of his life of tofl
and devotion, but not resenting it,
only whispering In astonlshment,
“Life's gone on as if I'd never lived.”

After we had tinished reading the
play aloud, Mother Lorimer remark-
od:

‘Ounly the old ean really understand
what that means! I'm sure it says for
thousands of us gray kaired men and
women what we have only felt vague-
ly. One finds oneself ‘old’ very sud-
denly. And then we are apt to give
uo, like the old servant, That is, after
all, our supreme tragedy.” After a
pause she added, “And the worst of
it is thct we ‘old’ prople never know
how to wawn cur children how to live
one bit differently!™

preaching, tut I feit that she was

]
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Simplicity is the keynote of this
charming negligee fashioned in shell
pink chiffon. It has a coat effect
daped over a box pleated underbody.—
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mighty lonesome sometimes, Iivin’
by hisse'f!"”

It was mid-afternoon before Roxana
stood before the whitewashed picket
fence in'front of a big log houes fring-
ed by a glory of pink and yellow
dahlias, A man coming out of the
“hee-yard"” where were rows on rows
of hives, opened tha gate hospitably,

“*Won't you come in, lady?"

1 don't know as I ought!” she stam-!
mered. “I just wanted to—to ask you
if you think it's right for a woman to
marry when she don't love a man— l'
mean them that ain’t young in years?”

“That ain't never right, ma’am,” he
answered in polite wonderment, “for ;
any age." Then he knew her. “Why ;

Why, Roxie, who's a-wantin’ you to
do that foolish thing?"

“I ran off,’” she confessed later. I
didn't have anybody to side with me
when it come to me yesterday morn-
ing I couldn’t marry Simon, and 1—I
remembered yon always sided with
me,’ Horn! T jest couldn’t marry the
second time without love!"

Heriot looked into her troubled face
and the smoldering fires of youth
blazed up in his heart. His eyes kin-
dled, his rugged featurcs lighted.

“Meanin' you been alovin' a crlp-
ple ail them vears, Roxie? I've be en
lonesome a' heap, but the rest of the |
woy'd be mighty bright and shinin® it
I thought you'd marry a ‘second timni
fer—fer love!"

Roxana reached ont -her trembllngn
hands and took his one hand in them.
Life was very fai. and beautiful!

GEORGETOWN. ’

Wilma, the little daughter of Rev.
‘W. R. Clark is sick at the present and
also Mre Clark is not well.

Miss Luverta Clark who has been
spending the past three months with.
her brother, Rov. W. P. Clark, return-
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tecaching mo a needed lesson,
I had lacked direction all my life.
I never arrived anywhere because I

WHITHER?

Mother Lorimer is not given to!

o

never knew where I had started for.

I had runarried just because T loved
Bob, but not at all because I had much
of a notimm of ihe duties and respon-
sibilities of wifehoed.

Other wiver let thess things take
care of themeelves—and they often
met with disaxier as ence.
I mysslf had undertaken a WoRans
most imporiant werk, witheut a chart
to_go by! Was it astonishable that [
faced the New Year in deubt that my
hueband loved me? Measyred by my
accomplishment, 1 hadn't done any-
thi:gdto ke loved for!

nad yot, to be fair to myself, I
wasn't B bit differsnt frem ethar [;'rls
I knew. We were all Ilving like
dreamers. -We were-all waiting for
big even's to come our way. We count-
ed off on~ days by our excitements.
And so we mirsed the gemuine bleu-
ines, the smsll sweet commen’ jo;ra
which fill up the average woman's
days.

Chance had caught me up fn some
mad adveontores in 1918, None of my
girl frieads had gone through such
startling experiences. But what did
all my ventures amount to? Absoluts-
ly nothing at all. T was & bankrupt in
love. ' I lived in luxury but I was
only a para:ite—a dependent on my
hustand's father. X

In my cwn hear: | knew that the
young wives who thought themselves
poor and out of luek, eorrnared to me,
were infintiely happier than I for they
were lahoring bravely for all that
makes life vital to & woman—{for hus-
band, horse and children.

1 hod beer nothing more thad an
actreas, poing through any silly stunt
fate handed out to me. My persenal

affairs, an | faced the New Year,;

seemed to me a hopeless mess.

! p
: ed to her home at Lexington, Va,, dur-

ing the holidays.
N. E. Fisher is working at Lowes-

. ville and was a business caller at Mor-

gantown one day last week,

Floyd Clark,, of Lexington, Va., who
' was in the war in France and was
wonndad has come back to the U, 8.
A, and ﬂuited his brother, Rev. W.
P. Clark, during the holidays and gave
an excellent talk aboat the war oun
Sunday night at Arnetfsville church
which was enjoyed by all,

Victor Arnett is our mail earrier on
Route No. 3 and we like him all right.
And we are glad to have a mail car
rier.

Jagse ArTnstt and daughter, Thelma,
of Osgood, 'were visiting Mr. and Mrs.
James Arneit recently.

Mr. Allison, of Liverpool, Ohio, was
visiting Mr. and Mrs. James Arnett
during the holidays,

Mr. and Mrs. Harvey Wildman and
1ittle .daughter, of the Brady mines,
spent a ‘week vislung relatives and

{friends.

Elza Arnett and daughter, Bernice,
of Fairmont, were visiting at James
H. Arnett's/last week.

Mr. and Mrs. Clarence Satterfield
and daughter, Leona, of Brady minea,
spent Christmas at Mr. and Mrs, James
Amett's.

Mr, and Mrs. Eugene Arnett and'son, |
Erwin, of the Brady mines,-was vlslt-
ing at James Arnett's recently.

Miss Belle Morgan received a le_tter
from her cousin, Herachel Kincaid and
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wife at Plattsburg, N. Y., and that Mr.'
Kingczid who i& at the ecamp iz well
and doesn’t expect to ba home t.lll
about spring.

Harry Brock, Carl Amett and Elbert
Arnelt, of Parker’s Run, spent Sun-
day at James Arnett's,

We heard that Arlie Hood had some
jewelry and momey taken from his
stors on Christmas evening.

Gilbert Thorne, of Morgautown, was
visiting his parents, Mr. and Mrs. Ed-
ward Thorne, a few days ago.

D. B. Snider, of Falrmont, was vis-
iting relatives Sunday and Monday.

N. E. Fisher took dinner at Edward

s

Afternoon and Evenihg Frocks,
Smart Plaidand T ncolete Skirts,

Thorne's Sunday._
Mrs. Charlle Price, teacher of tha'
Osgood sohool, went home a few dnys
sick at Catawba.
Mrs. Anna Chapman, wife of Rav

Chapman, is seriously ill at Blscks: .

ville. Her sister, .Miss Agnes- Groras.
was called to her bedside.

Mr. and Mrs. Henry Youst were vis-
iting at' Mr. and Mrs, Frank Youst's
recently.
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